Mary McHughes Ferrell 
4406 Holland Ave. 
Dallas, TX 75219-2133 
(214) 528-0716 

February 1, 1998 



Mr. Paul T. Haller 

3170 Holiday Springs Blvd., #6-311 
Margate, FL 33063-5412 

Dear Paul, 

Buck died one week ago yesterday, January 24, 1998. We buried him on Monday, 
January 26, 1998. yVe had a private family funeral and my nephew and his wife sang Just 
a Closer Walk With Thee and Amazing Grace. My nephew is a lawyer in Austin but they 
go all over the country on weekends singing Irish folk songs. They both have marvelous 
voices. We didn’t even put a notice of his death in the papers until after he was buried. 
I didn’t want lawyers from all over Texas and Louisiana coming. All those old lawyers 
Buck knew and was fond of have been dead for several years now. 

Robert Chapman came down from Memphis the day Buck died and, of course, Carol 
Anne flew in from Washington that afternoon. Buck died at 9:25 a.m. that morning. I 
actually think he died here at 6:30 a.m. before the paramedics took him to the hospital. 
They worked on him out front in the ambulance for over an hour before they finally left 
for the hospital. They called me five times between 9:00 and 9:30 that morning telling me 
that they hadn’t been able to resuscitate him. Finally, they called me at 9:30 and said the 
doctors had pronounced him dead at 9:25. 

Maybe I’ll be a little better correspondent now. I guess his death was so much 
easier and faster than I had thought it would be. I had taken care of his father when he 
died from cancer in 1947. That was the most horrible death 1 had (or have) ever 
"witnessed. At~ 5 :00'a.m. , ' Saturda5nh6mmg,‘TTiMITfTfre^imsfe take^d^'t^ha^adixQpm. 
I jumped up and went to the bathroom door and asked if he had been sleeping well. (I 
knew he had not kept us awake most of the night, for a change.) He said, "Mother, I’ve 
been sleeping really well." I asked him if he needed a pain pill and he said, "No, I’m not 
in any pain right now." She put him back to bed and at 6:30 she woke me and said, 
"Mother, come quick. Something wrong with Daddy." I ran in there and he was gasping 
for breath and his hands had turned blue. I took one hand and Connie took the other 
hand. She commented on how cold his hands were. All of a sudden, he stopped gasping 
for breath and just closed his eyes. I grabbed the phone next to his bed and called my son- 
in-law and told him what had happened. He told me to call the paramedics and he would 
be right here. The paramedics beat him here and they tied him up in a wheelchair and 
rolled him to the front porch where they put him on a stretcher. 
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Paul, I apologize for rambling on at such length. This is the first time I’ve even tried 
to write a note. „ 

I look forward to seeing you later this year and, as always, look forward to 
your clever and precious messages. 



Love, 
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